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It Moves From 


IT ISN’T NOW 


It isn’t now what is was 

It wasn’t ever what it could be 
It wouldn’t be now what it is 
If it had been what it couldn’t 


And it is all due to the fingerprints— 
The ambient grease and oil 


Whatever it will be 

It isn’t now 

Whatever it was 

It won't ever be again 
Whatever it is now 

It never was and 
Never ever will be 


Have you ever played a tuba 
in a thunderstorm? 

Have you ever played a tuba 
in the lightning and rain? 
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INTERIOR DEPT. SEEKS DATA 
ON FRESHWATER FISH SPECIES 
(UPI) 


Blind Cavefish 

Frecklebelly Madtom Catfish 
Rustyside Sucker — 
endangered 

or merely threatened? 


Total known population of 
Blind Cavefish 

is blind 

lives in one cave 

in an Alabama river 


Also native to an Alabama river 

is the Frecklebelly Madtom Catfish 
of fable and fame 

whose habitat has been impounded 
and dredged 

No Frecklebelly Madtom Catfish 
has been seen or sampled since 1966 


No environmental or Darwinian theory 
suffices to explain the gradual 
disappearance of the Rustyside Sucker 
found only in the streams 

of the Virginia Blue Ridge 


Say goodbye 


to certain economies of scale 
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BARITONE SOLO 


Listening to Brahms Requiem 
on the radio 

the station drifting in and out 

I can hear my baritone 

singing twenty years ago 

A voice I cannot recreate today 


The poems I wrote twenty long years 
ago 
I could not write today 


The laugh I laughed 

twenty short years ago 

would not strike me funny today 

but the seriousness I cried with then would 


Things turn so many corners 

in twenty years 

You turn enough of those corners 
and you return to where you stood 
once upon a time 

only to find urban renewal 

beat you there 


You find so many reasons 
you cart afford to live 
in that neighborhood anymore. 


E. Waverly Land 


LINES AND CURVES 


Staring into space 

I can see the lines 

moving up your legs 

long straight lines 

until they become curves 

quick full curves 

becoming straight lines again 
some up the middle 

some swerving out to your arms 
and wide shoulders 


Come back to me 

I haven’t gone anywhere 

I’m still here 

staring into the space you left 
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8TH STREET 


There’s where we lived 

above the toilet store 

on the riot corridor 

Up and down the street 

on that side 

were old empty buildings 

and drunks who pissed in the doorways 


On the other side was the barracks 

Often I sat in my window 

watching 3 marines, 1 hose 

washing down their side’s sidewalk 

2 were pulling, one was aiming the squirt 


All while the band practiced 
behind the iron gate 
for the Friday evening parade 
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HELIUM BALLOON 
for what's his name 


As soon as you gave me your name 

I let go of it 

like a child lets loose a helium balloon 
and marvelled as I watched it float up 
above the trees 

and then out of sight altogether 


But I’m not as irresponsible as that 
may make me sound 

I kept your face in my pocket 
along with the small change 

and some fresh lint 


Tell me again why you’re so memorable 
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DEAD END ROAD 


The sign I just passed said 
dead end road 

Isn’t that where we used to live 
in peace and quiet 

with a cat on the porch 

and magnolias between us 

and the train tracks 

Life wasn’t so hard 

as we thought 


Now I live as alone 

as one can 

behind the busy parking lot 

where the cops take naps 

This road goes through to the main street 
and two interstates 


That dead end road with you 
seems so far away now 

Why did you take a left turn 

at the stop sign and move away 
Why did I ever take the right 
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SATURDAY SERVICES AT THE CATHEDRAL 


I saw the completion of a Cathedral today 
on the city’s highest hill 

Lots of people cheered 

the President waved 

as the final finial 

was lifted onto the last spire 


The Presiding Bishop prayed briefly 

after the military bands played 

The canons of the Cathedral read other prayers and passages 
The President's wife smiled 

and sat on her program 


All the people prayed 

for the soldiers 

in the desert 

We did not pray for or cheer the former ally 
we are not yet ready 

to kiss in peace 

our new and distant enemy 


After the mortar was sanctified 
and the stone set in place 

At last 

the choir could sing 

“He shall reign forever 

and forever” 
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GARDENING, 1988 
“All men love the 
thing they kill. “ 
Ronald H. Manson 
Just heat and drought 


Drought to make the tomatoes tough 

And when the squirrels stole the tomatoes 
even with their sharp teeth 

they could eat only half 


The drought we’ve seen this year 
the heat has melted all the flowers 
even the beetle bitten rose 

It was to be expected that the daisies 
would die 


All summer I pulled rubber hoses 
across dry grass and emptied buckets 
and still the dogwoods drooped 
Even my favorite weeds died 


And if the rains do ever come again 
they'll roll right off the ground 
down the sewer 

like dishwater off a plate 

down the drain 
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DEAD GRATEFUL 


He left his home 
and he left his job 
but he took his car 


He left his family 
and he left his friends 
but he took everything he could carry. 


He went to follow the Dead. 
His family and his friends 
are very grateful to the Dead 


and do not wish him to come back. 


We hope the Dead are as Grateful. 
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HOT & COLD RUNNING WATER 


Where paint and plaster 

flaked and fell 

loosened by a leaking radiator upstairs 
a calendar hangs more crookedly 

and an uncurtained window gets dirtier 


day by day 


The window looks out on a leafless tree 
pigeons broken bottles and bright street lights 


Come summer 

the window will be washed 

there will be leaves to shade the street lights 
birds besides pigeons 

more broken bottles 

and a leak in the air conditioner upstairs 
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LOOKING DOWN 


Standing on the upper porch 

of the new wing of the old mansion 

I believe I am atop 

the pinnacle of history 

on top of the world as we know it 

and at the very peak of what man has striven to achieve 


And standing there 
looking down 

I think 

I feel dizzy 


It must be something 
my ancestors drank 
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NAUSEA AND THE BENDS—ALL 
AT ONCE 


More than one person can be 
Jean-Paul Sartre 
all at once 
easier than Jean-Paul Sartre 
can be more than one person 
all at once 

(or even just one, now) 


No sweat. 


Perspire heavily 

all at once 

however 

should lemmings stop heading for the sea 
and all at once 

start imagining 

they are all Jean-Paul Sartre. 
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PEAKS OF CONCEIT 


These mountains used to be higher 
I’d swear to it. 

They used to be snow covered 
well into summer. 

I know 

I scaled them 

a generation ago. 


I remember stories 

from childhood 

about those mountains 

when the snow never melted 

all year. 

They blocked the afternoon sun 

from where we’re standing now 

and only a few strong men had gone to the top. 


Now the snow is on the peaks 

only in the harder winters 

and families take picnics on the ridge. 

Still the mountains cast late afternoon shadows 
and hide some of the sunset. 


Maybe it’s the years of wind 

maybe it’s the traffic 

maybe it’s old age. No maybe but 
those mountains were higher 

just a generation past and higher still 
in my grandfather’s eyes. 


I think the mountains will be lower still and softer 
ina few years. 

Will anyone then 

remember how hard they were 

how high they were 

to climb 

for us? 
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POISON IVY 


It is impossible to guess 

just how hard it is 

to be the thirst-born child 

when living one day at a time 

is more or less too many 

and when more than one dream 
at a time 

is no longer funny. 


And if it were not so 

the city council would pay their parking tickets 
and there would be no poison ivy 

on the White House lawn. 
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IN SALAMUMU 


In Salamumu 

my only morning 

in Salamumu 

I saw, I felt 

the crash of surf on the reef 

I caught the sun coming up 

while the moon went down 
across the dateline into tomorrow 


My guts erupted into volcanic island pieces 
my first morning 

my last morning 

in Salamumu 

in Samoa 
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RAISIN DEBT 
(for Norman S. Land) 


Crossing the hardware river 
I have the time to recall 
raisins 

and circuses 

and the time 

I rode on your shoulders 


E. Waverly Land 
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IT MOVES FROM ARM TO ARM 
(for Jeffrey Alheim) 


It moves from arm to arm 

It moves from arm to arm 

and back again 

it rolls up one and 

down the other 

It is a pain 

A pain to make the two eyes narrow 
the ten toes curl and the shoulders 
hunch forward 

It is a pain and 

it moves from arm to arm 


It moves from arm to arm 

beginning at the tips 

the finger tips 

racing up around the crooked elbow and 
in through the shoulder blade 

just to trickle down 

bouncing off wrists and knuckles 

down to the other finger tips 

and back again and again 


It is a pain of many births 

of unhelpful babies who never twist or squirm 
and never cry 

out 

It is a pain and 

it moves from arm to arm 


E. Waverly Land 


2U 


It moves from arm to arm 

It is a pain 

with no diagnosis 

beyond the degenerations bodies accumulate 
faster and faster 

piling up tu a dizzy height 

ache after ache 

collecting the damned silo full 


Yes 

There is an end to this pain 
This pain 

It moves from arm to arm 
It moves from arm to arm 
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TECOPA PUPFISH DROPPED 
FROM ENDANGERED SPECIES LIST 
(AP) 


Pity the poor Tecopa Pupfish 

It lived in California in the natural 

equivalent of a hot tub 

Then its only two habitats were merged 

and the jacuzzi was turned on high 

And no one has seen a Tecopa Pupfish since 1965 


And no one has seen the Blue Pike, 

the Longjaw Cisco Fish 

or the Santa Barbara Song Sparrow either 

in such a long, long time 

They all ended up on the endangered species list in 1970. 


But don’t even bother to look 

for the guppy-sized Tecopa Pupfish 

when you go to Death Valley. 

It’s been taken off the Endangered Species List. 


The U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service says 


You’re not an endangered species anymore 
when you're all dead. 
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SILVERED GLASS 


“Narcissus the lover, 
Narcissus the loved.” 
Ron Bayes 

"The Water mirror” 


Trace blue lines 

on the backs of your hands 

point out the brown spots 

and with one bony index finger 
fondle one hand with another. 
And the heart, it is the slipperiest 
of the privates. 


It was not necessary 

that Narcissus be not ugly 
nor that an ugly Narcissus 
stare at the sky instead. 


And it is also unnecessary 
for you, gentle pond, 

to flatter me 

when I throw stones 

at your glass. 
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SOME ADD 


Some add six of one 

and a 1/2 dozen of another 

to get a total of 10; 

others answer, too, 15. 

Hasten to suggest 

to those answering ten and fifteen 
that 12 is not the only correct number 
for 10, 12 and 15 might all be 
subtotals one day 

and dividends the next. 

To be sure, though, 

it must be remembered that 

when all lambdas are =, then 
every vector is an eigen vector. 
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UNDRA UNDRA 


Undra Undra 

a Chief of Chiefs 

ate 99 people 

He’s buried under many large stones 
on the King’s Road 

on Viti Levu 

an island of Fiji 

I saw his grave from the taxi window 
as we passed through the sugar cane 
The driver, an Indian 


could tell me no more than this single thing 


about Undra Undra 
He was not curious 


As I tried to sleep that night 

many miles away on the 24th floor 
of a hotel in downtown Sydney 

I was more than curious 

about Undra Undra 

As he probably was himself 

I was hungry for more 
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OLD TOM’S BED 


Old Thomas Jefferson 
had a 2 room bed 
could get up on one side 
and play the violin 
could get up on the other side 
and give orders to his country 
Now for a man with 
as many polished sides as Old Tom 
two rooms for one bed probably weren't enough 


I don't play the violin 
I don’t give orders to my country 
I don’t even give orders to my cat 
One room is enough room 

for my single bed 
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THAT’S WHEN 


Only after you tell me your story 
That’s when I'll tell you mine 

Only after you read your poem 
That’s when I'll read you mine 

Only after you pull down your pants 
That’s when I'll pull down mine 


I am waiting for you to go first 
Iam afraid 


I might tell you something 

you don’t want to hear 

I might not rhyme the way you like 

I might show you something you don’t want to see 


Not pleasing you is my fear 
and that’s when 
my fear is not pleasing me 
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EATING SQUIRRELS 


After I tried to get you 

on the phone 

I went wandering 

in the quiet garden 

before the noisy colors of sunset 
distracted me 

I listened to the squirrels 

playing with their food 

up in the trees 

Sounded like they were having fun to me 
My grandmother never let me play with my food 
With just one look 

she could have cleared all the squirrels 
out of these trees 

How much fun have I missed 

having to have manners 

having to be a man 

and not some nut-eating rodent 
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UP THE WATERTOWER, HALFWAY 


Tuesday 
I decided I was fearless 


and to prove it I climbed up the watertower halfway. 


No one was around when I crossed 

the field full of sand spurs 

and climbed over the barbed wire fence. 

A sunny fall afternoon 

I should be able to see quite far from the top. 
I promised myself secret rewards 

for climbing past my fear. 

Reaching to hold the ladder 

which began ten feet from the ground 

I said this is easy. 

But a third of the way up 

I began my old refrain: 

What if I fall? 

I tightened my hold and went two more rungs, 
let out my breath 

and climbed two more. 

I wiped the sweat from my hands 

one by one 

with all my other limbs 

wrapped around the ladder. 

I went another couple of rungs 

and let myself look down at the ground. 

I tightened my hold even more, 

so tight I could move no further. 

My coughing fit started. 

I tried to congratulate myself for seeing 

so far already, almost over the trees, 

and for climbing higher than I ever had before. 
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Going all the way just to prove it to me 
was silly, I said. 

Why not not do it 

but say I did? 

Only I would know I only did half. 


No one was around to encourage me, 
no one was around to look good for. 
So, while still looking up 

I climbed down. 


And now I think that 

if all the climbing I did do-up halfway and down halfway- 
had all been up, 

I'd be on top of that watertower yet. 

If I were 

I hope you'd have missed me by now. 
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MY LOVE IS LIKE 


My love is like 
a single purple thistle flower 
with many pointed petals 
leaping into the eye in late summer 
blinding it to the greater number of thorns 
on the stems 
and on the tips of the leaves 
just below the blossom 


And when the blossom of my love 
dries in September 

it isn’t to wilt and droop and disappear 
but to spread milky white 

fluff seeds 

into every passing breeze 

leaving the thorns 

always leaving the thorns 

behind 

to become mulch for the honeysuckle 
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MAGIC DOES NOT TARRY 


But magic does not tarry 
and magic never weeps 

It stares into small distances 
with unblinking eyes 


Magic speaks from unboxed voices 
from long empty closets 

from around dark corners 

It resounds in every organ 


Magic smells of more than sulphur 

or myrrh 

and dim arab dens of human commerce 

It reeks of sudden scares and cold damp bodies 


Quiet is the speed of magic 

soft footed or soundless hooves 
The marks left behind 

could have been made with knives 


But magic does not tarry 
and magic never weeps 

It stares into small distances 
with unblinking eyes 


Magic tastes of explosive 
uncooked spices 

of meats that knew no animal 
and vegetables grown in air 


Magic touches where hands cannot 

coldly stroking places warm fingers won't reach 
and runs an icy feather against the spine 

from the other side 
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But magic does not tarry 
and magic never weeps 

It stares into small distances 
with unblinking eyes 


Grasping for magic with words and prescriptions 
will only produce lead 

from precious metal 

It will not be labeled or contained 


When you think you've defined magic 
when you think you have it safely in a bottle 
to use another day 

it wasn’t ever there at all 


For magic does not tarry 
and magic never weeps 

It stares into small distances 
with unblinking eyes 
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POSTCARD 
(Greetings from Paducah) 


Narcissists have feelings, too 
and living legends, who 

in the main sleep alone, 

sleep on the other side of danger 
near a lake 

where motorboats aren’t allowed 
and the cattails crowd the shore 


Fear not 
for naught 
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RIFE IN THE CITY 


Street light, street bright 
First glare I’ve seen tonight 
I wish I may, I wish I might 
See the stars I miss tonight 


A burglar alarm rings 5 hours 

downstairs 

alarming no burglars 

While police attend to more pressing businesses 
and the Marine Band plays on undeterred 

Only the upstairs tenants are alarmed 


Street light, street bright 

First glare I’ve seen tonight 

I wish I may, I wish I might 

See the stars in this half daylight 


Neon tubes, distinctive displays 
advertise businesses shut up tight 
Gnats and moths reach for 

are grabbed by 

the easy moon of a mercury vapor lamp 
As for neighbors, cocaine dealers 
winos, nervous Marine recruits 

gays, and bartenders 

all would rather see than be seen 

on this street 


Street light, street bright 

First glare I’ve seen tonight 
I wish I may, I wish I might 
See the stars I miss tonight. 
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A PAEAN TO MY PEE-SHY FRIENDS 


I can go anywhere 
anytime 

anyway 

and you can’t 


You can belly up to the bar 

but how about the urinal 

You can climb the highest mountain 
but can you take a leak at the peak 


Indoors 

and out 

houses and offices 

off the back of the boat 
and beside the road 
anywhere I can go 

in no time at all 

it takes you forever 


Maybe you’re inhibited 

more than a little shy 

afraid of getting caught 

with your zipper down 

where people can see you 

and yours 

The pressure I only feel from within 
you feel from all sides 
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Now I try 

I really try not to laugh 

at your small problem 

I know it isn’t easy for you 
especially when you know 

people are waiting on you 

and you think 

they’re snickering behind your back 


You really think that, don’t you 

And you're right 

Tam 

because I’m just whizzing through life 
while you're staring at the plumbing 
Might not be much but 

I can do something you can’t 
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HONEYBEE 


There’s a honeybee at my screen 
trying to get inside 

buzzing at me to let him in 
Honeybee, babe 

let me tell you 

it ain’t all lilies and roses in here 
and 

I’ve been stung by your kind before 
when they didn’t find me 

as sweet as they first thought 
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OPTICAL ILLUSION 


They say, the younger ones do 
that my years are advanced. 
But from where I sit 

they appear 


to have retreated. 


The ground I’ve covered 

low 

these many years 

has washed away in heavy rains— 
silt to become the ground 

for someone else’s city, 

down river 

closer to the shore. 


Now in this time I call a mid-life drought 
I remember that ground 

and every clod 

every foot of clay. 


It is no illusion— 
the train tracks do meet in the distance. 
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I SUPPOSE 


I get distracted so easily 

by noises 

like the workmen 

welding the new watertower 

for the town 

inside and out 

So I was 

watching out the window and 

I saw the salamander on the brick wall 
beside the cupid birdbath 

He was undulating his tail 

back and forth in lazy wavy way 
enjoying the heat 

waiting for an insect or two 

to come to him 


You should be inside guy 

I said 

especially at night 

when I’m shaking the ants off my toothbrush 
when a hundred bugs are banging the screen 
and when gnats are so thick 

around the bedside lamp 

that the dead ones cover the table 

Why, just last night I got 

so angry at the unrelenting bug noise 

I got up from my mystery novel 

and grabbed a green can of something handy 
I sprayed through the screen 

at a hundred moths 

several bees 

and a praying mantis for good measure 
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I suppose 

I should feel unnatural 

and guilty 

for killing little creatures 

who’re just doing their little creepy things 
and don’t mean me any harm 

I suppose 

I should feel like I’m going 
against Mother Nature 

upsetting the balance 

and all that 

I suppose — 

Ah, to hell with it 

They were noisy 

and they were falling in my drink 


4] 


E. Waverly Land 


42 


TO A CAT GROWING OLD 


Stroking your spine 

I can feel the bones 

suddenly sharpened by years 

you are older and thinner than I like to think 
and our long road show has finally taken 

its pounds from you 


I left you behind when I went to Morocco 
Samoa Afghanistan Malaysia 
but what a long road we’ve travelled together 


I took you with me when I moved to the beach 
and in the quick moves 

to different places in the city 

high and low 

and with and without yards 


You suffered through rewrites 

changes in secondary characters and cast 
on this stage where you and I sleep 

this week a tragedy 

that week a “no” drama 

for long years now a dramatic dialogue 
for just us two 

but the action seems 

so quickly to be getting slower 

too soon a monologue I haven't rehearsed 


Backstage I hide in the shadows 

where you cannot feel the look in my eyes 
fear for when you take the last jump 
offstage right 

and I am onstage left 
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Yet, for the sharpness now of your bones 
and the whiteness of your face 

your voice still rings in the balcony 

and your eyes can pierce the back row 
only I know your exit 

is the next big scene 


As I watch you prepare your final audience 


I hope I can play my part as well 
when my cue comes 
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SHEETS AND PILLOWS 


When you called 

I was standing ina pool of light 
down in the dark basement 
washing the accumulated music 
out of the sheets 


I hung them outside in the cold dark 
to dry before your visit 

hoping you won't hear any secrets 
from the top or buttum sheet 

I don’t mean to tell you 

when your ear hits the pillow case 
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WEYMOUTH WOODPECKER 


In the wet woods at Weymouth 
I heard but didn’t see 

a red cockaded woodpecker 
working ona long leaf pine 


The noise he made was considerable 
staccato and percussive 

so I stopped to give it time 

and ear 


I thought I heard him give me a call 
when he took off through the tree tops 
when the distant chain saw began its music 


What a hard little brain he must have 
to go in his hard little head 

How addled my bigger brain would be 
if I tried that for but two minutes 

But if I tried that 

it would prove only 

how soft is my head 


And I wondered 

about this nearly extinct bird 

with the hard head and small brain 

why we who can’t and wouldn’t 

compete for his food 

want him to disappear 

never to hear his staccato percussive noise 
and loud cry 

again in these woods 
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THIRTY THOUGHTS 
for Steve Wesley 


Treasures rot, too 

A thing of beauty is a joy 
forever 

As long anyway 

as it is still a thing 


So, take heed, my friend 

as you become an antiquity 

because your Elgin Marbles 

are exposed to salt air and sulphur dioxide 
Your Sistine Chapel is a-peel 

flaking and fading day by day 

And your Thinker is contemplating cracks 
senile with rust 


Many weathers crack and crumble stone 
Everywhere winds have grown caustic with exhaust 
and there are crazed Danish tourists 

lurking ready to slash with knives 

what dry rot has not yet put to tatters 


No 

it is not sure remedy to preserve 

with plastic wrap in a vegetable drawer 
Nor 

to cure with salt and pepper and nitrates 
to repaint with rubber colors 

or guard with guns 
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It is certain that to last 

it is to burn more brightly now 

to rot with more smell in the open 
Damn the curious crowds of a later day 


Three score and ten 

just as easily as 

two score and ten 

just as easily as 

one score and ten—all 

these years are glorious ash 

in the flames we can see from here 
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DAY OF THE ECLIPSE 


Sleep sleep 

away the day 

in fits and starts 

wake for the phone 

when no one is there 

wake for the postman and postage due 
for the kids with loud radios 

down on the sidewalk 

for the fire engines 

for the hungry cats 

for the cascade of bricks 

into rubble in the alley 

for the banal things of the day at home 
I’d have missed if I had gone to work 


I nap again and again in determination 

my hair stands on end 

bent by the pillow 

the sheets smell of sweat 

and the mattress is soggy with interrupted dreams 


All this is celebration 


of the day of the eclipse 
which was hid by the clouds 
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GENERAL OUTWARD CALM 
RETURNS TO RANGOON 


In my in-box today 
a DEPT. OF STATE NEWS DISPATCH 
(AIRGRAM NO. 376-1.20 JAN 1975)CLASSIFIED CONFIDENTIAL 
News from our embassy in Burma 

of the “DEFECTION OF A CIVIL SERVANT” 

of the “VISIT OF AMONGOLIAN NEWSMAN” 

of the “RUMORS PRESIDENT NEWIN HAD FLED ARE DIS- 
PELLED* 


But “GENERAL OUTWARD CALM RETURNS TO RANGOON” 
was the lead article 

It reported that the 

SITUATION HAD NORMALIZED 

AT LEAST ON THE SURFACE 

AFTER STUDENT RIOTS— 

DUSK TO DAWN CURFEW HAS BEEN LARGELY RELAXED 
USUAL STREET LIFE HAS LARGELY RESUMED— 
MOVEMENT IS STILL HINDERED SOMEWHAT 

BY A LACK OF PUBLIC TRANSPORTATION 

AND SOME STREETS THAT REMAIN BLOCKED OFF— 
VITAL STATISTICS: 13 KILLED 70 WOUNDED 

3000 STUDENTS DETAINED THEIR ULTIMATE FATE 
UNKNOWN 

500 OTHER STUDENTS PICKED UP AND GIVEN 

FREE HAIRCUTS— 

PRICE OF RICE AND OTHER BASIC COMMODITIES 

UP 108 PERCENT THIS WEEK— 

OUTSIDE THE CAPITAL CITY 

THE COUNTRY REMAINED QUIET ALL WEEK— 
GENERALLY 

BUT FOR PEACEFUL PROTESTS 

AGAINST MARTIAL LAW BY MONKS AND LAYMEN— 
CATALYST FOR UNREST DESCRIBED AS 

THE LAYING TO REST OF THE LATE 

U THANT— 
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CONSTRUCTION OF A SUITABLE MAUSOLEUM 
UNDERWAY— 


Further, CONFIDENTIAL COMMENTARY: 
ASSESSMENTS OF IMPLICATIONS TO 
U.S.-BURMESE GOVERNMENT RELATIONS 
NOW THAT GENERAL OUTWARD CALM 


HAS RETURNED TO RANGOON 

ALSO CURRENTLY UNDERWAY— 

PRELIMINARY ASSESSMENT: 

SITUATION BADLY HANDLED BY GOVERNMENT— 
WEEK’S EVENTS CANNOT HAVE IMPROVED 
STANDING OF GOVERNMENT 

WITH DISCONTENTED DISGRUNTLED POPULACE— 
ON THE OTHER HAND: 

EVENTS HAVE DEMONSTRATED THAT THE MILITARY REMAINS 
COHESIVE PROFESSIONAL AND WILLING 

TO ASSURE CONTINUED CONTROL— 

THE MILITARY CONTINUES TO BE 

THE KEY 

TO THE FUTURE OF 

PRESIDENT NE WIN’S GOVERNMENT—(END) 


UnCONFIDENTIAL aside 

by an unclassified insecure observer reads: 
My innards continue to protest 

my bowels remain in disarray 

digruntled by all 

the raisins eaten yesterday— 

It is imperative that arrangements are made 
to meet informally for discussions 

with the distinguished diplomat 

General Outward Calm— 
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after the Mongolian newsman goes home 
after the rumors start again 
and before another civil servant defects. (end) 


[classified by E. A. Brigham. 

Subject to general declassification schedule 

of Executive Order no. 11652 

automatically downgraded at two year intervals] 
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WHEN SPRING COMES 


Summer sunlight 

turns leaves darker than fall 

bleaches the fabric on the porch furniture 
and encourages turtles to be active 


Autumn arrives 

with winds that blow down 
and leave the sudden frost 
under the new barren trees 


Winter stillness 

storms the dark of day 

shivers disturb the quiet snow 

and shadows climb the mountains more quickly 


And at last 

when spring comes 

the ground thaws 

and the dead of winter are buried 
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BUBBLES 


Blowing incomplete bubbles 
with my father 

in the hot August sun by the pool 
The package promised 

bubbles six feet long 

and the pictures were so pretty 
the bubbles iridescent in the light 


We read the directions 
we tried this and that 
but still no soap 

Just incomplete bubbles 
big ones to be sure 

in the hot August sun 
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KEEPSAKE 


I inherited 

a dingy gold 

heart-shaped locket 

with an initial 

ina script I couldn’t make out 
It came to me from a cousin 
and how he got it 

I cannot ask 

In the locket 

was a short hank of hair 

not blond 

nor dark 

nor any color really 

anymore 

Whose was the locket 

and whose the hair 

Should I save it 

and make up a story about it 
to make it worth keeping 

I haven't decided yet what to do with it 
It can’t be worth much to anyone living 
but I don’t feel right 
throwing it away 
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SIXTH FLOOR no. 5 


When in the crush of human expense 
it becomes desirable 

to leave by the sixth floor window 
you may well startle the birds 

but they 

stupid pigeons can fly. 


And the grownups 

of whom I am belatedly one 

all too often they have taken 
flashlights into the night 

to watch treefrogs 

fornicating in the swimming pool. 
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EVENT SINGULAR 


Once upon a time 
and never again 
not even once 


Sad? No 
Sorry? Never 
not even once 


Once may have been all 
Enough 

Once was not any too many 
or tuo few 


A short sudden afternoon 
not forever after 

just a once ina lifetime 
thing 


As it should be 
and was 
once 
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SIXTH FLOOR no. 4 


The centrifugal bubble balancer inquires 
about the logistics and etiquette 

of defenestration: 

Should one close the window 

on one’s way out? 

Should one apologize 

to the window washer on one’s way down? 
How much should one tip the doorman? 

Is it proper to leave a typewritten note? 


In nearby vast fields of agriculture 
green tomatoes 

repeat themselves 

row on row to the seashore. 
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SIXTH FLOOR no. 2 


Giving up letting go 

flushing it in and out 

after crying out “My eyes!” 

drinking out your heart 

and other organs within easy reach 
simply because 

the questions circumvent the answers 
in the back of the book 


A very short space in time 

was all it took 

for the unattached pigeon feather 
to float upwards 

past the sixth floor window 
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THE PHOTOGRAPH IN THE HALL 


The photograph in the hall 

from so many years ago 

is a picture of me 

in the shadows of a trailerpark sunset 


I may no longer wear a gasmask in the afternoon 
or smile at just any old camera 
I’ve seen too many to believe in their magic 


But I still and always will 

smile at the magic 

of the sun going down 

over the edge of my horizon 
in remembrance of things which have not happened 
in expectation of things which 

have 
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SHOUT AND CHEER 


Let’s all hear it for 

Let’s all applaud 

Let’s all shout and cheer 
for Mucous Membranes 
wherever they are. 


I spit, you spit, we all spit 
and blow our noses. 


Let’s all hear it for 

Let’s all applaud 

Let’s all shout and cheer 
for Mucous Membranes 
wherever they are. 


Icry, you cry, we all cry 
and blow our noses. 


Let’s all hear it for 

Let’s all applaud 

Let’s all shout and cheer 
for Mucous Membranes 
wherever they are. 


I come, you come, we all come 
and blow our noses. 
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Let's all hear it for 

Let’s all applaud 

Let’s all shout and cheer 
for Mucous Membranes 
wherever they are. 


I use the others, too 

you use the others, too 
we all use the others, too 
and blow our noses. 
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YOU DIDN’T LET ME KNOW 


So many years 

we went our separate ways 

first and only cousins 

but so distant 

a kiss would have been a betrayal 


Distant not so in miles or liquid thirst 
but in my loves 
and your hates 


And now I hear that I don’t have to hold you 
at a distance anymore 

I can let go of the family bonds 

which held us apart 


You didn’t let me know you were dying 
How selfish of you 

to spare me tears 

I didn’t have 
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VOODOO CHILD 


Rolling rolling rolling 
Keep those skateboards 
rolling 

rolling rolling rolling 
Voodoo Child 


Little boy, I saw you 
whistle past me last night 
surfing 

down the dark street 

and back up it again 

to get even closer to me 
And then you were gone 
on the curl of another 
wave 


Rolling rolling rolling 
Keep those skateboards 
rolling 

rolling rolling rolling 
Voodoo Child ~ 


Ican hazard a guess 

of what I know at forty 
that at twelve you don’t 
of Kabul and Marrakesch 
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RAIN DANCE 


Rain, rain 

all the day 

Sun 

sun was what I wanted 

I wanted to dance in the warm sun 
in a clearing in the pines 

but cold 

cold rain 

is what I got 

I’m stuck with it 

for now 

inside 

and I’m not dancing 

just sitting under the umbrella of heaviness 


In warm rain 

in summer twilight 

I’ve danced naked and alone 

This rain at noon 

is not to run outside for 

not to dance in wet and naked 

only the being clothed alone remains 
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But what of the mysteries, and big feels and 
magic words which you know now and I 
never did nor ever will 

of the world history, geography and biology 
of small wheels 


Rolling rolling rolling 
Keep those skateboards 
rolling 

rolling rolling rolling 
Voodoo Child 
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_ AT ODD TIMES, ODDER FRIENDS 


At odd times I recall 
odder friends who have passed this way 
and that. 
Take Conway, the nation’s leading amateur 
catastrophologist 
not currently in captivity. 
He’s read, and remembers, everything 
about all of the great disasters in recorded history 
and most of the others, too. 
I never passed him in the hall 
that he didn’t tell me 
of another whorehouse fire or an earthquake in 
Helsinki. 
The office favorite, his rendition quite grabbing, 
was the Great Boston Molasses Flood 
of 1802. 
I can’t tell it like he did, 
and I won't even try. 
I guess you had to be there. 
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THE GUNS OF SEPTEMBER _ 


Here with the sounds of the woodpeckers 
I hear the big artillery fired in practice 

for the war no one has declared 

for the war no one would dare 

to go into unprepared 


I hear these guns from miles away 

It is peaceful and otherwise quiet here 
now that the storm has passed 

There it is loud with the farts of howitzers 
or some other canons or bombs 

These are the rehearsed shouts of unheralded war 
I listen to each rolling crash 

as if its the thunder of a new storm 

ona clear day 

Will the lightning and rain 

ever come again 

to dampen these guns 


I came here to listen to pine needles fall 

in autumn. 

To listen to my own voice above others 

for a short while 

no angry calls 

I came for peace from the small guns of the city 
only to be threatened with big guns 

just to the east 

over the horizon 


Oh, peace, where is thy quiet? 


E. Waverly Land 


Do you carry Blue Cross/Blue Shield 
or do you drag it behind 
you ina little red wagon? 


And what did you answer when Jimi Hendrix asked 
Are you experienced? 
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HEALTH PROFILE 


Are you now 

or have you ever 

been allergic to: 
bean sprouts 
pickled eggs 
dandelion wine 
rodent hair 
broken glass? 


Are you susceptible 
to prolonged bleeding from the 
scalp to black heads, pimples and 
warts, to stigmata of the groin? 


Do you have a family history 
of TB or not TB 
of sanity 
of multiple shiftlessness 
or Dutch Elm Disease? 


Does any member of your family closely 
resemble a Yorkshire Terrier? 


Have you ever had mumps, measles, chickenpox, or 
the heartbreak of disco fever? 


Have you ever wished you were 
a porch railing in New Orleans? 


Have you ever fallen in love 
with a sheep, 
but the sheep broke 
it off? 
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Jeffrey Alheim 


"Waverly Land’s poems are all things counter, original, 
spare, strange ... also swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle ... 
Praise him!” 
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